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Glo. T o fight on Edwards party fo* the cr ©w;iie, r > - ?<f 
And for Ins meecle poors Lo: he is mewed vppo; 

I would to Godmy heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foftartd pittiful! like mine, 

I am tobchildiftt, foohfh'for this world. L. . ■■■.•■ 

Qu^Ma. Hiethectohdffof /hartfeand lcauethe world 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdomc is. 

®J y- My Lo:ofGlocefler irt thofe bufie daies. 

Which here you vrge to prouc vs enemies. 

We followed thefi ourLo: our lawfull King, 

So fhouldweydit ifyoafhotfldbc ourKing* 

Glo. If I fhould be? I had rather be a pedler, 

Eatre-be itfroro my heart the thoughtof it. 

Qj. As little ioy my Lord as you fuppofe 
You fhould enioy, wefeyou this countries King, ' 
As little loytmayyou fuppoft ih me, 

T hat I enioy being the Queene thereof. 

QajM. A little ioy enioies the Queene thcreofj 
For lain fhe and altogetherioylefle. 

} can no longer hold me patient: 

Hcare me you wrangling Pyrats that fall out» 

In fharingthat which you haue pild from me: 

Which of you trembles not that lookes on me? 

Ifnot, that I being Queene you bow like ftibie&s. 

Yet that by you depofde you quake like rebels: 

O gentle vilfaine dee not turne away. /f 

Glo. Foule wrinckled witch vs hat iriakftthou irf my fight? 

But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That will'I make before 1 let thee go: 

A husband and a fort thou oweft to me* • r. 

And thou a kingdome,all of you allegcance: *! ' 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours* 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe arc mine. 

Glo. The curfo my noble father laid on thee, 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes withpaptfc 
And with thy fcorne drewft fiuers from his eifcs. 

And then to drie them gau’ft'thc Duke a clout, 

Steept in the faultlefle bloud of pretty Rutland: 
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His curfes thenfrombitternes offoule 
Denounft,againft thce,are all fallen vpon thee, 

And God, not we, hath plagde thy bloudy deede. 
p. QHj, So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Hajl . O twas the fouleft deede to flaic that babe. 

And the moft mercilefle that euer was heard of. 

Hjit. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. 
Dorf. Ne man butprophecicdrcuengcforit. 

Buck. Northumberland then prefent wept to fee it. 

Q£. M. What? were you fnar ling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you all your hatred now on me? 

Did Yorkcs dread curfc preuaile Co much withhcauei. 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death. 

Their kingdomes lo(Te,my wofull banifhmeot, 

Could all butanfwerc for that pceuifh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds andlenterhcauen? 

Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes: 
Ifnot, by war, by furfetdie your King, 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edward thy fbnne which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fbnne which was Prince of Wales, 

Die inhis youth by like vntimely violeuce, 

T hy felfc a Que ene, for me that was a Queene, 

Outliue thy glory like my wretched felfe: 

Long maieft thou liue to waile thy childrens loflc. 

And fee another as I fee thee now 
Dccktin thy rights, as thouarc ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happy daics before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of griefe* 

Die neither mothcr,vvife, nor Englands Queene: 

Riuers and Dorfet you were ftanclers by, 

And fo waft thou Lo: Haftingswhcnmy fonne 
Was ftabd with bloudy daggers, god I pray him, 

That none of you may liue your natural! age, 

But by fome vnlookc accident cut off, 

Glo. Haue donethy channc thou hateful! withred hag. 
Qjtf . And lcaue out the ffay dogSr thou fhalt hear me 
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